The Hiftorie of 

hot as molten lead, and as heauy too : God keepe lead outoftn e 
I ncede no more weight then mine ovvnc bowels . I hauc led mv 
rag oflVlufHns where they arc pepperd : there's not three ofmv 
1 5a. left aliue, and they arc for the townes end , to beg durin» 
life: bu t w ho comes here ? Enter the Trince 0 

Prin. W.hatjftandft thou idle here? lend me thy fword/ * 
Many a noble man lies ftarke and ft iffe, 

Vnderthc hoouesofvaurieiog enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreueng’d. I prethee lend me thy fword 
Pal. O Hal, 1 prethee giue nic lease to breathea while : Turks 
Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this day 
/haue paid Percy, I haue made him fare, 

Erin He is indeed, and lining to kill thee, 

1 7 prethee lend me thy fword. 

( Fa/, Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be aliue, thou get ft not 
my fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt, 
i Erin. Giueit mc:wbat/is :t in the cafe? 

; Eal. I Haft’is hoc,fis hot, ihere’s that will fackea Citie. 

, The Prince dr awes it oat , and finds it to he a bottle oj facke. 

Erin. WliatJisitatimero i-eaft and dally now/ 

, tie throwes the hot tie at hm, ' 

; Eal. Well, ifPercy be aliue, /lepiercehim , ifhedoromcin 
my way : fo, if he do not.if /come in his willingly let him make a 
i Carbonado of me, I like not fuch grinning honour as fir Walter 
i natb.giue me life,which if 1 can faue,fo:if not, honour comes vn-. 

‘ ’ookt for, and there’s an end, 

< 

AUrme,excurfons, Enter the King ,t be Trince. Lord Iohn 
} of Lancafler, and Earle of Weft mer land. 

Km. Tprethee Harry, withdraw thy felfc, thou bleedcft too 
* mi) ch,Lord /oho ofLancafter, go you with him. 

T.lohn. Not I, my Lord, vnlefTe I did blcede too. 

Prin. 1 befeech your Maieftie make vp, 

", •‘■‘Wft your retirement do amaze your friends, (rent. 

King /will do fo; my LordofWcftmerland, lead him to Ins 
V Weft, Come, my Lord, He lead you to your tent, 
f. Erin, Lead me, my Lord?/ do not needc your helpe, 

U And God forbid a (hallow feratch fhould drh.c 


Henry the fourth. 

The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 

Where ftain’d r.obililic lies troden on, 

And rebels armes tiiumph in tnaflaercs. 

loh. We breathe too long, come, coofcn Wcftmerland, 
Otir ductic this way lies ; For Gods fake conic. 

•Prin. By God, thou haft decciu’d me, Lancafler, 

I did not thmke thee Lord of furh a fpirit: 

Before, 1 lou'd thee as a brother, Iohn, 

Bat now, I doe refpetft thee as my foule. 

Kino. I faw him hold Lord Percy at thepoynr. 

With luftier maintenance, then I did looke for 
Of fuch an vngrowne warrior. 

O, this boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit, 

•Doug. Another king, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Douglas, fatall to all thofe 
Thatwearcthofe colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfetft the perfon of a king? 

Kin. The king himfelfe, who Douglas grieucs at heart. 

So many of his (hadowes thou haft met 
And not the very kingtl haue two boyes 
SeckePercieand thy felfc about the field, 

But feeing thou fal’ft on me fo luckily, 

1 will aflay thee, and defend thy felfc. 

Doug, I fe.irc thou' art another conntcrfct, 

And yet, in faith, thou bcareft thee like a king, 

But mine, /am furc, thou art, who ere thou be; 

And thus /winne thee. 

T hey fight , the King being in danger, Enter Prince of Waits. 

Erin. Hold vp thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe, the fpirits 
Of valiant Shctly, Stafford, Blunt, arc in my armes: 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee, 

V Vlio neuer promifeth, but he meanes to pay. 

They fight, Douglas fiietb. 

Uicerely my Lord, how fares your grace? 
oir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hath Cliftomile to Clifton ftrai^ht, 

K’»g, Stay, and breathe awhile: ° 



